The importance of workplace and colleagues strikes me as another significant difference. These seem to me to play a much more crucial role in the definition of self in East German society. Thus, the creation of an individual's gay identity is also shaped to a greater extent by that person's relationship to his colleagues, his ability to be open about his sexual orientation at work, etc. While some, like Volker or Bert, are quite open with their colleagues and willingly entertain their naive questions ("Wer ist der Mann? Wer ist die Frau?"), others reflect Joseph's attitude that "Die Gesellschaft hätte mehr von mir haben können" (163).
Societal homophobia, in a society where it was "legal" to "be gay," is described in, for example, the difficulty in obtaining an apartment when one is not attached to a heterosexual family unit. Even those who are open-minded on most matters have trouble when it comes to gays: "die meisten können sich vorstellen, daß zwei Männer es miteinander treiben. Daß sie zärtlich miteinander tanzen, weil es ihnen Freude macht, geht nicht in ihren Schädel. Das ist übrigens auch bei vielen verklemmten Schwulen so" (Bert, 273). What is perhaps more pernicious is that internalized homophobia Bert mentions that erects barriers which are almost impossible to overcome. Winne comments: "Ich bin fest davon überzeugt, Problem Nummer eins ist nicht unser Verhältnis zu den Normalen, sondern wie gehen wir miteinander um" (189). N., the second to last speaker in the book, has been practically immobilized by such homophobia. He revels in self-pity, whines about his "unattractiveness," and categorizes all gays as neurotic.
Bert, who speaks in the final interview, provides a wonderful burst of youthful optimism and joy in being gay. He describes his decision to leave small-town life for the opportunities of the metropolis (Berlin Having run out of things to say about the political significance of the Berlin Wall, observers sometimes accorded it an almost cosmic meaning. Carl Jung, for example, saw the Wall as an expression of the schizophrenia of modern man, who insists on the separation of matter and spirit. This notion was stimulating, highly dramatic-and ridiculous! But, then, so was the Berlin Wall. Perhaps, a hundred years from now, some new Richard Wagner may write an opera about the Wall, with Ulbricht and Honecker among the characters. Right now, authors will be lucky to get a decent comedy.
Yet, like so many other preposterous things in our lives, the Berlin Wall was long taken for granted. By at least the mid-seventies, even the protests of East German dissidents seldom focused on the Wall. As the Communist regimes of Eastern Europe began to crumble, people suddenly realized how arbitrary the barrier was. As I write this, it is still only about a year and a half since the border between the two Germanys was opened, yet it seems like ages. A number of literary works-propagandistic pieces of Becher and Brecht, for example-that once seemed aesthetically fairly credible now sound positively absurd.
Other Freed from the more immediate sort of political implications, the photographs by Hauswald seem more complex. One basic technique he uses repeatedly in the book is to take a pretentious building, statue or official spectacle, then contrast this with the expressions of casual people loitering nearby. Before the fall of the East German state, a reader was inclined to take such juxtapositions as ironic comments on society. Now, they suggest more universal themes, such as the tension between ideals and reality. One variant of this technique is a new photograph of birds clustered about the East Berlin television tower, where the artist contrasts ancient and modern symbols of freedom.
The great metropolises of the European continent were celebrated between the two World Wars, more than during any other period, before or since. The legend of romantic Paris continued during and'after Nazi occupation, and it has died so gradually that few people even noticed. The legend of Berlin, by contrast, was not allowed to die a natural death, as the city became the Nazi capital and then the site of major battles. A recent segment of the American television show "60 Minutes" celebrated the newly united Berlin in stereotypical manner as heir to the Weimar Republic, a center of great wealth, vice, ferment, power and "divine decadence." Rathenow and Hauswald, as residents of Berlin, know better. Berlin, like perhaps no other city in the world, has had a series of identities bestowed on it by politicians and journalists: decadent metropolis, Nazi capital, ruin, battleground of the Cold War and now the center of a new Europe. All of these conceptions, however, are superimposed on patterns of everyday life, which, though often disturbed, constantly reassert themselves, mocking ideological debates.
As East Berlin moves toward union with its Western counterpart, Rathenow seeks the increasingly elusive identity of the city in nuances of speech and behavior. Wary of generalizing in a period of transition, he records snatches of dialog overheard as citizens try to come to terms with the dramatic changes in their lives. A teacher, for example, warns her pupils that they could end up homeless, since laziness is not tolerated in a capitalist society.
As to the future, Rathenow can only speculate. Toward the end of the book, his vignettes become increasingly brief, until all our notions of the city are lost in the clear but fragmentary details. Only one thing is certain. The dissolution of Communist Europe has given us a different world, at once frightening and exciting, filled with unsuspected possibilities. 
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